V
ZAMORA
IN the midst of a desert that has blossomed, Zamora
stands upon her hill, just a group of golden Roman-
esque buildings, falling into decay, surrounded by infinite
dust and light And around her the thirsty land has
brought forth springs of water with reeds and rushes.
I came to her first at sunset from the vague solitary way
that passes over the desert of Salamanca. In all the
mysterious loneliness of the still summer day, parched
with thirst, covered with dust, I had seen none like her,
none. Alone at midday, in the silence of the wilderness,
it seemed to me that I had prayed for such a place, and
at evening God led me to her beautiful golden towers.
So it was as a city of refuge, perhaps from the heat and
silence of the sunshine, or it may be from the loneliness
of the night that she appeared to me beside the waters
in the midst of the desert,
The world has forgotten Zamora for many a city less
fair, for many a vision less lovely; but few find her out
in her ruin and her solitude. Golden and naked she
stands on her hill, and only the sun and the wind of the
desert have loved her these many years. It is to them
she has told all the ardour and passion of her life: the
battle at the gates at sunset, when Ramiro, king of Le6n,
for love of her, slew forty thousand Moors within her
seven walls; and again when Al Mansiir, that great
Prince, came with many banners, and, since another had